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"Charlie? Charlie, do ye heave an extra pair o' gleasses? | need em fer a cahstume fer Healloween 

Charles turned. "No, Pickles, | don't" 

The redhead sighed softly, clearly disappointed. His eyes narrowed into slits. Apparently, he had really been 
counting on the glasses for his costume. But all he said was “Okee..". 

Charles blinked owlishly and asked, "Anything else?" 

Pickles shook his head and turned away. "No, nothing", he added dryly and started to go out. Charles lowered 
his head into his hands and groaned softly. 

"Well then, if its nothing, go. I've got work to do, Pickles. It needs to be done by tommorow morning, ten AM. 
Its two in the morning. Go. Shoo. | need privacy." 

Pickles glowered at the older man for a second, but after awhile he went out and slammed the door behind 
himself. 


POPC CCCOCEOOEOEOEEEE EE EOEOEOEOOEEOEEEEEEEEOEOEOOOO 


"Aw, shits! Dere's de foods Ah been savinks for Logans, Natens! Gives it overs, lms a throws it aways.", Toki 
sighed disappointedly. He had just found the bag of food for the stray Tabby he had taken in and named Logan. 
A testament to Toki's poor pet skills, Logan had died after several weeks, a personal record for the Norwegian. 
Now he had found the cats food, but obviously it was no use. He tossed the nearly full sack of kibble into the 
trash. Suddenly he missed Logan terribly. He wished he would've read that cat care manual now. His hand 
brushed over something in the garbage. He pulled it out. Face paint. Green face paint. Under different 
circumstances it might have seemed weird, but tomorrow was Halloween, after all. It still seemed strange. 


POPC CCEOCEOOEOOEEEEEEEOEOEOOOEEOEEEEEEEEOEOECOOOO 


It was a monster. He could explain it no other way. Nathan roared, startled. A disgusting, festering corpse was 
standing before him, mouth contorted into a feral snarl. Nathan's face drained of all color. A low whimper 
escaped him. He had never felt so scared... So... weak. There was something familiar about the zombie, but he 
couldn't place it. He wasn't sure he wanted to. He shook his head and muttered under his breath, "This can't be 
happening..', fear radiating in his features. 

The monster growled very convincingly. It took a lot to truly scare Nathan Explosion. Bloody, saggy, gaunt 
zombies that were dripping mold and pus on your bathroom floor and leering at you like they wanted to rip 
you to pieces were one of the few things that could Ever since Oscar had read him the story about the Very 
Hungry Zombie, Nathan had been acutely and incurably terrified of anything that creeped, crawled or ate 
brains. Now that a zombie was before him, he found he couldn't think of a single thing he'd learned in the 
countless online role playing books or fantasy handbooks he had read out of what seemed to him dire 
necessity. 

Actually, the fact that he remembered nothing in terms of zombie-annihilation was easily explained. He had 
always skipped those parts in the books. Now he was starting to regret it, and he hated Oscar with all his 
heart for introducing him to the Very Hungry Zombie. 

This zombie looked Very Starving. 

It stretched out a hand. Nathan's eyes widened. He inched back, nearly paralyzed with shock, and tripped on a 
bottle of Mr Clean £ Febreze multi surface all-in-one cleaner. That did it. He fell on his ass hard, possibly 
breaking his ass, um, tailbone in the process. The monster was on him in seconds. Nasty, raunchy breath hit 
him. He growled and bucked against it, trying to throw it off, but not succeeding. Cold spit fell on his cheek and 
burned a path into his skin. Maybe it ate Perrier for breakfast, Nathan thought, but somehow the idea struck 
him as unlikely, absurd even. He was surprised he could still think rationally after being touched by acidic saliva 
out of the mouth of a zombie. But, as scientists say, there are exeptions to every rule. This rule needed no 
exeptions. When one is scared enough, one will regain rational thought. Its a simple process that can be 
abbreviated as self-preservation. Nathan was just too dumb (uninformed) to know that. The zombie snapped at 
his face. More spit landed on it. Blood started to trickle out where it burned his skin For a second, Nathan lay 
there, convinced he was about to die. 

He bucked again and threw the zombie off. It roared and snapped at his ear, teeth missing by a hairs breadth. 
Then it sniffed, grunted and threw an unlucky glance on Nathan's chest, tore a hole in his shirt.. and began to 
feed. 

That was about when Nathan fainted and the Klokateers came in and dragged him out. 


Toki gagged. A dank, fetid smell entered his room, preventing him from practicing the keyboard part he'd been 


assigned for the new album. He simply couldn't concentrated under the circumstances. Come to think of it, he 
needed a sugar fix and some chicken. He could practice later. He just had to get out of the stink He stepped 
out into the hallway and opened a window, inhaling the fresh air in long gasps. A cold hand fell onto his 
shoulder. 

Toki spun around. Nathan was standing in front of him. His face was flushed around the eyes and cheekbones, 
but other than that he was deathly pale. His eyes glittered wetly, and only then did Toki notice the older man 
had silvery tracks on his cheeks. His neck and chest were bloodied and torn open by what looked like teeth. 
"Toki." 

Toki squeaked and withdrew a step. 

"Toki, please. God damn it, | need help. Toki." 

"Natens, what happeneds? Ams you crying?" 

"Natens" nodded silently. His chest heaved for several seconds. Then he coughed and rasped, "s a zombie.. In 
here, it got me.. Tore me up real good.. l.. Toki, Toki, | gotta get to St. En's." 

Toki shook his head. Nathan must be drunk and having a panic attack. There was no such thing as zombies. 
Fresh tears tracked down Nathan's face. He lowered his gaze shyly and turned away. Toki felt a pang in his 
chest. Whatever Nathan was going on about, it was bad. Horrible. Made Nathan Explosion cry. 

"Maybe Charlie could helps?", the brunette offered. Nathan didn't reply. Toki growled helplessly. "Maybe Pickle?" 
A nod. That was something. Mentioning Pickles always worked. Toki secretly wondered if there was more going 
on between Dethklok's frontman and drummer than what the world saw. It would explain the fact that they 
were together so much, and that Pickles had started teasing his hair up again and wearing makeup. Or that 
Nathan had begun working out again, effectively sculpting and chiseling out hard, lean muscle out of his former 
paunch. Toki giggled at the thought. 

"What's so funny?" 

"Nothing's." 

Nathan shrugged, then winced when pain tore through his ruined chest. Toki gave him a sympathetic look. The 
older man shook his head, indicating he was fine. 

"lim gonna gets Pickle." 

Nathan nodded. His eyelids fell a bit. Toki gulped. 

"Comes wit me. | don't wants you to hurts youself.” 

The older man nodded silently and followed without a word. Together, the two of them went down the stairs, 
down the hall and into Pickles’ room. 

"Da feck, | was changing!", the redhead snapped and went to close the door. But as his eyes met Nathan's, he 
realized what was going on, more or less. His own eyes widened, then softened tenderly as he studied his friend. 
Toki danced around awkwardly. He felt left out of the conversation, and he was jealous. He also wanted to help 
Nathan. And he needed to pee. 

Pickles reached out a hand and touched Nathan's chest carefully, eliciting a long, low groan 

"C'mahn. | gahtta fix yew up.", he finally announced and led Nathan toward his bed. 

"Weird place to fix me up", the younger man muttered, but other than a slightly contemptuous glance, he 
didn't resist. Pickles sat next to him. 

"We should get yew to da hahspital. Yew look terrible", he finally diagnosed. Nathan nodded. He didn't want to go 
to the doctor's, but he supposed he had to. 

Pickles sighed. He leaned in and lifted the hem of Nathan's shirt. After a split second, he gasped and tore his 
friend's shirt off. A deep, purplish gash was spread across his chest, just between his sternum and his heart. 


Pickles flinched and squeezed his eyes shut. Nathan groaned as Pickles dragged his fingertips across the wound, 
spreading blood and infected flesh and skin 

Toki paled. He had never seen anything so disgusting or painful-looking. Nathan looked like he'd been made up for 
a horror movie. The Norwegian ran out to puke into the toilet. He just wasn't used to these things. He wasn't 


used to seeing people he admired and looked up to looking like they were turning into zombies. 


"He looks like he's turning into a zombie. Terrible. How are the vitals right now?", the nurse asked dryly. It was 
a rhetorical question. She needed to be sure she was alone in order for her plan to be rid of this freak for at 
least two more hours. 

The steady drp-drip-dnp of N fluid was the only sound that interrupted the silence. The nurse turned. Nothing. 
Nothing. Good. She turned back and filled more opium into the tube. Maybe that would keep him out for a while. 
Her patient had been most troublesome, and hell if she wasn't annoyed at him. First he had come in declaring 
he was Nathan Explosion, which of course was completely impossible. There was no way Nathan Explosion was 
in this hospital. Then he had been drifting in and out of sleep, robbing her of all her time. She had been trying 
to have a cigarette break, but of course he had to wake up exactly then. 

A low growl sounded. 

The nurse flinched. He was awake, eyes bloodshot and startlingly green. She paled. He rose up, muscles bunching 
and rippling powerfully, long dark hair falling in his face, breathing hard and deep. 

A scream began to build up in the nurse's throat, but it was quickly stifled when he slumped back down. The 
IV kept dripping. She whimpered in fear, backing toward the door. His ECG beeped loudly, and she crept out. The 
beeping stopped. 

God, oh no, she'd let him die.. And shit, he looked terrible! How was she going to fix this? She would get sued 
and lose her job and go to jail.. 

Shocked and terrified, the nurse crumpled in the doorway, tears streaming down her face. Another growl 
ripped through the silence. She looked up, still crying. He was up. 

He was up. 

She screamed, but she didn't scream long. With a roar, he lunged at her and tore her throat out, then climbed 
over the corpse and fled out the window. 

And as he ran into the rising sun, his last bit if sentient intelligence vanished. 

And that was when, as the wise ones of old had predicted, the Metalocalypse truly began at last. 


Tada, my first finishedific. I'll be working on a new one, which will be M-rated. Lets just say | had more fun 
writing it than | should. Enjoy this one till then, 
Nikki 


